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The Fl;forte of 

Thou haft redeemd thy loft opinion, 

Vnd fluewdc thou makcft forne tender of my Iife 
n this faire rcfcue thou haft brought to me. 

Prirt. O God.they did metoo much iniurie, 
f hat euer fayd, I harkcncd to your death: 

If it were fo,l might hauc let alone 
The infulting hand o(Dowglaso\ier yöti, 

Which would haue bcen as fpeedy in your end. 

As all thepoyfcnousPotions in the World, 

Andfau’d thetrecherouslabour ofyour Sonné. 

Kin- Make vp to Chfton,Wc r.o S. Nichohs Gawfey. Skit K. 

Enter Hoijpetr. 

Hot. If I miftake not,thou art Harry Monmoutb? 

Prin. Thoufpeakft.asif t would denymy name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Hrin. Why then l feea very valiant Rcbellofthat name. 

I am th ePrinceoftVala) and tlrinkcnot Percy, 

To fhare vvith ine in glory any more: 

T wo Scarres kcepe not theirmoticn in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England broolce a double raigne, 

Of Harry Percy, and the Trince offVala. 

Hot. Now ihall 1 1 Harry, forthehoureis come, 

To end the one of vs$ and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

Prin. Ile make it greater,ere I part from thce. 

And all thy budding Honours en thy Creft 
lle’ct op,to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vaniues. 

Theyfaht. Enter Ealftdffe. 

Fal. Wcll faid IM, to.it Hdl. Nay,you fhallfind noBoyes 
play hcre,I cantéltyou. 

Enter Dowvlas, he fighis with Falfialfe,befiis downe tu 
ifbe were dead,the Prince billetb Tercy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me ofnay youth, 

I better broke the lollc of brittle Life, 

Thea thofeproud Titles thou haft won otme, , 

They woundmy thoughts worre,then tncfwordmj 




Henry the fourth. 

gut though t’s the flaue oflife,and lifetimes foolej 
And tirae, that takcs furuay ofall the world, 

Mufthaue aftop.O,Icouldprophefie, 

But that the Earth ,and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue : no Tercy, thou art duft, 

Andfoodfor _ , , 

Prin. For VVortnes.braue Percy. Farethce well, greatftcart, 

Ill weau’d Ambition,how much art thou (hrunkc? 

When that this body didcontaineafpirit, 

A Kin gdom e fo r i t, was too fmall a boundj 
Butnow two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough : this Earth that beares thedead, 

Bcares notaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleof curtcfie, 

I ihould not make fo great a fhcw of2eale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euenin thy hehalfc,Ilc thankc my felfe 
For doing thefé faire rites of tendernes, 

Adieu,and take thy pi ay fe with thee to heauen, 

Thyignomy ftecpe vvith thce in thegraue,. 

Buc not remenibred in thy Epnaph. 

Ile jpieth Faljlalffe on thegronnd. 

What,o!d acquåintauce, could not all this fleöi 
Keepeia a litlclife ?pöore Iacke färcwell: 

I could hauc better fpärd a betterman: 

O, I fhould hauc a heauy mifTc of thee, 

Ifl were much in ldue with vanitiey 
Death hath no t ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dcarer in this bloody fray, 

Imbo weld will I fce thce by and by. 

Till thcn,in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Falfialjjs ryfeth vp. 

Fal. Imböweld?ifthouimbowcll naeto day, Ile giue you 
leäuetöp6wdérme,and eäte metootomorrow. Zloud.fwas 
timéto counterfeite, or thathot termtganthad puidemee 
fcotandlot too. Counterfeit? I aimno counterfcit: to dieis to 
be a couiiterfeit, for he is but the cöuntcrfeit of a man, who 
hath not thelifeofajman: but to counterfeit dy mg,when a man 
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